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RELICS POETRY
O N E
STORY
A M O N G
M A N Y
— by Carol Rothhammer Lackey
Do you want to hEAR a STORy? A beqiNNiNq?
A Middle? A c Umax? An ENd?
Do you WANT TO (tear A STORyTAlE?
ThERE is A pARTiAl STORy, A ThEME,
I UNdERSTOOd ONE TiME: A STANdARd plOT,
C ommon ExpERiENCE, a pREdicTAbU ENdiNq.
A writer fouNd The wAy, common folk-wAys.
ThE MyTh followed iTS wAy--suspENSE--
Set iN nature's qREEN MEAdows, Iieroes, sIte-roes.
H ie ploi qREw loNq, tIte dANCERS Uuqhed,
CATcbiNq suNliqbT iN The SANdy, MEAdowed lANd.
A spiRiT of The naturaI supernaturaI buRST tNe liqhT.
TllE SACREd SEAbiRds filled tHe All'ENCOMpASSiNq SpACE 
(WhiTE visiroRS, followiNq The tractors, out of plAce), 
Above tHe people, seekiNq syNThesis-ANd wIiat is a Iiuman?
TRAdiTiON dANCEd ACROSS ThE dANCERS' MiNds.
ChANqE couRsed ThROuqh TheiR vEiNS, suRqiNq, suRqiNq.
In 19M, iT was AqAiNST tHe Iaw to be an hdiAN,
Even on RAiNy MouNTAiN, even on a scAThiNq hoT
iNdiAN AuqUST AfTERNOON, wflEN ThE REd, Rich SOlT TURNEd
To powdER, dRy so dR y, like a warrior's wARpAiNT powdeR.
My bRAiN can't TEll tHe diffERENCE: dREAM? . . . REAliTy?
I SWEAT, CRiNqE, CRy OUT, buT CANNOT MOVE; AdRENAliN flows 
As The rattIer slides cIoser, curves, coils, STRikes.
REAliey is All of This: pAsi-pERfecT, present, tIien.
Do you want to Near a STORy? Do you?
PATiENCE, SilENCE, huMiliTy . . . SiSTERS of SORROW.
Do you want to Near a STORy? Hear The WiNd?
C ount The fiEARTbEAis? FeeI ihe sANd bETWEEN youR toes? 
C ount ThE pouNdiNq waves- one moment's spAN?
I SAT ANd WATChed The dANCERS dANCE.
ThEiR ANXiOUS, NERVOUS EyES, MoviNq, dARTiNq.
Cod's UuqhTER CAUqhT ihEM NAked, UNAWARE.
ThE SEA bREEZE blew  My hAiR ANd ClEANSEd My SOul.
SANdy dAMpNEss filled My senses, spiRiT.
I Uy, sileNTly, lisTENiNq as The ride came iN upoN me.
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